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Without the which we arePi&urcs,or mccrcBcafts. 

Laft« and as much containing as all thefe,' 

Her Brother is in fecret come from France, 

Kcepcs on his wonder, kecpes himfclfe in clouds, 

And wants not Buzzers to infeft his care 

With peftilcnt Speeches of his Fathers death, 

Where in neceflitie of matter Beggard, 

Will nothing fticke our perfons to Arraignc 

In eare and eare. O my decre Gertrude, this 5 

Like to a murdering Peece in many places* 

Giucs me fuperfluous death. A Woifewithin* 

Enter a Meffenger. 
£ht. Alacke,what noyfe is this f 
King. Where are my Switz^ers } 
Let them guard the doore. What is the matter ? 

Mef. Saueyourfelfe, ray Lord. 
The Ocean (ouer-peering of his Lift) 
Eates not the Flats with more impittious hafte 
Then young Laertes * in a Riotous head, 
Ore-bcarcs your Officers, the rabble call him Lord, 
And as the world were now but to begin, 
Antiquity forgot, Cuftome not knowne, 
The Ratifiers and props of eucry word,, 
They cry choofe we ? Laertes fliall be King, 
Caps, hands, and tongues, appiaud it to the clouds, 
Laertes fcall be King, Laertes King. 

gu. How cheerefully on the falfeTraile they cry, 
Oh this is Counter you falie Danifh Doggcs# 
Not fe within. Enter Laertes . 
King. The doores are broke. 
Laer. Where is the King,firs ? Stand you all without, 
j41t. No, let's come in. 
Laer. I pray you giue mc leaue. 
e^//. Wc will, we will. 
Laer. I chanke you : Keepe the doores 
Oh thou vildc King, giuc me my Father. 
Qhj Calmely good Laertes. 
Laer. That drop of blood, that calmes 
Proclaimes me Baftard : 
Cries Cuckold to my Father, brands the Harlot 
Euen hecrc betwecne the chafte vnfmirched brow 
Of my true Mother. 

King. What is the caufe Laertes, 
That thy Rebellion lookes fo Gyant-likc? 
Let him go Gertrude : Do not fcare our pcrfon % 
There's fuch Diuinity doth hedge a King, 
That Treafon can but peepe to what it would, 
A<Srs little of his will. Tell me Laertes, 
Why thou art thus Inccnft ? Let him go Gertrude. 
Spcakeman, 

Laer. Where's my Father? 
King. Dead. 
JQh* But not by him. 
King, Let him demand his fill. 
Laer. How came he dead? lie net be Iuggel'd with. 
To hell Allegcance : Vowes,to the blackeft diuell. 
Confcience and Grace, to the profoundeft Pit. 
I dare Damnation : to this point I ftand, 
That both the worlds I giue to negligence, 
Let come what comes : oncly lie be rcueng'd 
Moft throughly for my Father. 
King. Who fliall flay you? 
laer. My Will, not ail the world, 
And for my meanes,Uc husband them fo mil, 
They fliall go farre with little. 


King. Good Laertes: 
If you ddirc to know the certaintic 
Of your deerc Fathers death, if writ in y 0U r 
That Soopftake you will draw both Friend ! 
Winner and Loofer. 1Cnd ^ Foe, 

Laer. None but bis Enemies. 
King. Will you know them then. 
La. To his good Friends, thus wide lie ope a 
And like thekindc Life-rend'ring Politician Cs 
Repaft them with my blood. ' 

King. Whynowyoufpeake 
Like a good Childe, and a true Gentleman 
That I am guiltleffe of your Fathers death \ 
And ammoftfenfiblcin grecfeforit H 
It fhall as Icucll to your ludgement pierce 
As day do's to your eye. 

Laer. How now? what noife is that? 
Oh heate drie vp my Braincs, teares feucn times fah 
Burne out the Scnce and Vcrtue of mine eye 
By Heauen,thy madneffe fliall be payed by waieht 
Till our Scale turnes the beame. Oh Rote 0 f May * 
Deerc Ma;d,kinde Sifter, fwect Ophelia : 
OhHeauens, is 5 tpoffible,ayong Maids wits 
Should be as mortall as an old mans life? * 
Nature is fine in Loue ; and where 'tis fine 
It fends fome precious inftance of it felfe* 
After the thing it loues* 

Ophe. They bore him bare fac'd&n the Beer 
Hey non nony \nony Joey nony : 
And on hi* grauc raines many a teare 9 
Fare y oh well my Done. 

Laer. Had'ft thou thy wits, anddid'ftpcrfwadeRc- 
uenge,it could not moue thus* 

Ophe. You muft fing downea-downe, andyoucali 
hima~downc-a, Oh, how the wheele becomes it? his 
the falie S teward that ftolc his matters daughter. 

Laer. This nothings more then matter. 

Ophe. There's Rofemary, that's for Remcmbriuncf. 
Pray loue remember: and there is Paconcics, that's for 
Thought*. 

Laer. A document in madneffe, thoughts & remcm- 
brance fitted. 

Ophe. There's Fennel 1 for you, and Columbines: ther's 
Re w for you, and hecrc's fome for me . Wee may call it 
Hcrbe-Grace a Sundaies : Oh you mud vyeare your Rcw 
with a difference. There's aDayfie, I \tauld giue you 
fome Violets, but they withcr'd all when my. Father dy- 
ed ; They fay, he made a good end 5 

For bonny fwect Robin is all my ioy. 
Laer, Thought, and Affllic5lion,Paflion,Hell it fclfe: 
She turnes to Fauour, and to prettineffe, 

Ophe. And will he net cemeagatncy 
*And will he not come againe : 
No .noM is dead,go to thy Death-bed, 
He neuer wtl ccme againe. 
hts 'Beard as white 44 Snow, 
All Flaxen was his Pole : 
He is gone, he is gone, and we cafi amy mont, 
C ramercy on his Sonle € 
And of all Christian Soules, I pray God. 
God buy ye. SxemtOfhtlk 
laer. Doyou fccthis,you Gods? 
King. Laertes ,1 muft common with your greefc, 
Or you deny mc right: go but apart, 
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Make choice of whom your wifeft Friends you will, 

And they fliall heare and iudge'twixt you and me; • 

jf by direct ot by Colaterall hand 

They finde vs touch'd, we will our Kingdome giue, 

Our Ctowne, our Life,and all that we call Ours 

•foyouinfatisfa&ion. But if not, 

ge you content to lend your patience to vs, 

^ u d we (hall ioyntly labour with your fouls 

To giue * c due content. 

Laer. Let this be fo: 
His mcancs of death, his obfeure burial! ; 
NoTrophee,Sword,nor Hatchment ore his bones, 
pio Noble rite, nor formall oftentation, 
Cry to be heard, as 'twere from Hcauen to Earth, 
That I muft call in queftion. 

King. So you fhall : 
And wherethoffenceis, let the great Axe fall 
I pray you go with me. Exeunt 

Enter Horatio yv it h an Attendant. 

Hora. What are they that would fpeake with me ? 

Ser. Saylors fir, they fay they hauc Letters for you. 

Hor. Let them come in, 
I do not know from what part of the world 
I (hould be greeted, if not from Lord Hamlet* 
Enter Say lor. 

Say. God bleffe you Sir. 

Hor. Let him bleffe thee too. 

Say. Hcefhall Sir, and't pleafehim. There's a Letter 
for you Sir : It comes from th'Ambaffadours that was 
bound for England, if your name be Horatio, aslam let 
to know it is. 

Reads the Letter. 
T T Oratio, When thouflialt haue ouerlo$l£d this, giue thefe 
\TXFe Howes fome meanest 0 the King; They haue Letters 
for him. £re we were two day es old at Sea, a Pyrate of very 
Warltcke appotntment gatie vs Chace . Finding our felnes too 
flow ofSaile^ we ptst on a compelled Valour. IntheCj r apple, I 
horded them : On the inflant they got cleare of our Shippe, fo 
I alone became their Prifoner. They haue dealt with mee, like 
Theeues of CMercy, but they knew what they did. I am to dee 
a good turnefor thenu • Let the King haue the Letters I bane 
[enti and repaire thou to me with as much haft m thon wouldeft 
fi) e death. J haue words to fpeake in your eare , w til make thee 
inmbe,yet are they much too light for the bore of the Matter. 
Thefe good Fellowes will bring thee where I am. Rofincrance 
rfw/Guildcnfterne, hold their courfe for England. Of them 
I haue much to tell thee> Farewell. 

He that thou knowefi thine ^ 
Hamlet. 

Come, I will giue you way for thefe your Letters, 

And do't the fpcedier, that you may direit mc 

To him from whom you brought therm Exit. 

Enter King and Laertes. 
Kiwf.Now muft your confcience my acquittance feal, 
And you muft put me in your heart for Friend, 
Sith you haue heard, and with a knowing eare, 
That he which hath your Noble Father flaine, 
Purfucd my life. 

Kaer. It well appcares. But tell me, 
Why you proceeded not againft thefe feates, 
So crimcfull,and fo Capirall in Nature, 
As by your Safety, Wiicdome,ali things clfe, 


You mainly were ftirr'd vp? 

King. Ofor two fpeciall Reafons, 
Which may to you (perhaps) feeme much vnfinnowed, 
And yet to mc they are ftrong. The Queen his Mother, 
Liucs almoft by his lookes : and for my felfe, 
My Vertue or my Plague, be it either which, 
She's fo coniun&iue to my life and fou!e; 
That as the Starre moucs not but in his Sphere, 
I could not but by her. The other Motiuc, 
Why to a publike count I might not go,* 
Is the great louc the generall gender beare him, 
Who dipping all his Faults in their arTe<£Uon, 
Would like the Spring that turneth Wood to Stone, 
Conuert his Gynes to Graces. So that my Arrowes 
Too flightly timbred for fo loud a Windc, 
Would haue reuerted to my Bow 3gaine, 
And not where I had arm'd them. 

Laer. And fo haue I a Noble Father loft, 
A Sifter driuen into defperatc tearmes, 
Who was(?f praifes may go backeagaine) 
Stood Challenger on mount of all the Age 
For her perfeel ions. But my reuenge will come. 

King. Breake not your fleepes/or that, 
You muft not thinke 

That we are made of ftuffe, fo flat, and dull, 

That we can let our Beard be fbooke with danger, 

And thinke itpaftime. You fhot tly fliall heare more, 

I lou'd your Father, and we loue our Self e, 

And that 1 hope will teach you to imagine ■■ ... 

Enter a (Jkteffen^er. 
How now? What Newcs? 

Ttfef. Letters my Lord from Hamlet. This to your 
Maiefty : this to the Queene. 

King. From Hamlet t Who brought them f 

UWef Saylors my Lord they fay, I fa w them not ; 
They were giuenmeby Claudh, he receiu'd thenu 

King. Laertes you fliall heare them : 
Leaue rs. Exit Meffen^er 

High and Mighty, you fhall know I am fit naked on your 
Kingdome. To morrow fhall I begge leaue to fee your Ktr t gly 
Eyes, when I Shall (firff askingyour Pardon thereunto}' re- 
count ttiOccafions of my fodaine. and more ft range returned 

hamlet. 

What fliould this meane? Are all the reft come backe ? 
Oris it fome abufe?Or no fuch thing ? 
Laer. Know you the hand ? 

Kin. 'Y\s\Hamtets Gharader, naked and in aPoft~ 
fcript here he fayes alone : Can you aduifeme ? 

Laer. Tm loft in it my Lord; but let him come, 
It warmcs the very ficknefTe in my heart, 
That I fhall liue and tell him to his teeth; 
Thus diddeft thou. 

Kin. If it be fo Laertes how fliould it be fo : 
How otherwifc will you bcrul'd by me? 

Laer. If fo y ou'l not o'rcrulc me to a peace* 

Kin. To thine owne peace: if he benowrcturn'd, 
As checking at his Voyage,and that he meancs 
No more to undertake it; I will workc him 
To an exploy 1 now? ripe in my Deuice, 
Vndcr the which he flball not choofe but fall; 
And for his death no windc of blame fl>al! breath, 
But euen his Mother (hall vncharge the practice, 
And call it accident x .Some two Monthcs hence 
Here was a Gentleman of Normandy, 
Tue feene my felfe,and feru'd againft theFrench, 
And they ran wellonHoricbacke; but this Gallant 

Had 


